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Author's Notes: 


Mentions of Frank/OMC, OMC roughly based on someone, but not specifically mentioned, 


Frank snuggled against her, rubbing his nose into the side of her neck and his chin on her shoulder. She wasn't 
exactly pretty, and wasn't his type, but for the night she would do. His arm draped lazily over her hip, 


threatening to fall down the swell of flesh where there should be none. 


The room was hotel generic. Bed, check. Paintings of landscapes bought in bulk, check. New TV and old furniture, 
check. Even the laundry soap started smelling the same after a while, industrial but softened, not hospital 
antiseptic or jail standard basic. They smelled vaguely of lavender, if LaCroix had a lavender flavor this would 
be it. Or maybe it was her, some perfume sprayed on hours ago before the show and sweated off during the 
concert and again afterwards as he'd thrust into her. 


He moved his legs toward her warmth, spooning behind her with no fear his cock would reawaken during the 
night. She'd felt good, and they'd both gotten off, but the grip was wrong. The lubrication too mucusy. There'd 
been not much to hold on to, after rubbing at her clit and pinching her nipples his hands instinctively wanted 
to wrap around hardened flesh that wasn't there. Too many years of living a life he wanted left him clumsy 


and awkward around female anatomy. Not that she seemed to notice or mind, pushing his hand where it needed 


to go or reaching down to do it herself. 


She shifted against him, soft ass pressing against his hips and rubbing slowly in her sleep. Age was a good 
excuse, as was the liquor, for not getting fully hard or having to commence a repeat performance in the 
morning. She had filled a need and would be gone in the morring, a nice story to tell her grandkids that once 
she fucked a rockstar and he didn't remember her name and bit his lip until it almost bled trying to focus on 


her breasts and soft skin and not everything he missed in his lover. 


It was all alright though, a warm bed was better than another cold, empty bed in a nameless hotel room 
wherever they had stopped today. He pulled her closer, letting his breath ghost over her skin as he sighed. His 
lover's hair was longer, but had the same color and wave to it. Maybe that's why she caught his eye out of 
everyone. Maybe it was just the desperation and loneliness of an unsettled life. He could fly out to Phoenix at 
the end of the tour if he wanted, but it also meant he never had a true home either. Not someplace he 
stayed for more than a month or two at a time. Then it was either off here to record, or off there for 
promo work, or another around the world tour and a cold, empty hotel room with nothing but a few texts and 


the occasional tweet to get him through. 


He missed the cuddling most of all. Holding or being held in the heat of the desert or against the cold of 
Scandinavia he missed the intimacy of it. Missed being the big spoon and holding him tight as he slept and 
snored his worries away and missed being the little spoon, secure in the knowledge he was held safely and 
nothing could ever hurt him while they were together. He would never be the little spoon here with her, like 
this. He couldn't hold his caffeine induced hyperactivity aside and pretend to not be the big strong man society 
told him he should be. Couldn't drop his fagade of self reliance that he's carried since his scumbag father 
dumped them and left them to sink or swim in the Bronx. He carried that bit around with him until he was 
sure, until blunt fingers smoothed away the hair from his face and the worries from his mind and let Francis 


surface. 


She smelled different than he did. It was ok, it was just one night. He would understand his moment of 
weakness, probably quoting some inane and archaic bible verse at him before sinking to his knees in his own 
supplication and.. Frank felt his cock give a quick throb at the half memory half fantasy, pushing away the 
thought before the girl got the wrong idea. He decided to try and sleep with what little was left of the night. 
His swirling thoughts could haunt him tomorrow when they had to sleep on the bus. For tonight he held her 
close, imagined she was someone else, and threaded an ankle between her legs basking in the simple presence of 


another human. 


